A   STORY  OF   WHISTLER
forced to admit. How this came about is related in
The Life of James McNeill Whistler, by Elizabeth and
Joseph Pennell. This is the story:
'One  night when Whistler was with us,  Beardsley
turned up, as always when he went to see anyone, with
his portfolio of his latest work under his arm.    This
time it held the illustrations for The Rape of the Lock
which he had just made.    Whistler, who always saw
everything that was being done, had seen  The Tellow
Book, started in 1894, and he disliked it as much as he
then disliked Beardsley, who was the art editor; but he
had also seen the illustrations to Salome^ disliking them
too, probably because of Oscar Wilde; he knew many
of the other drawings,  one  of which,  whether inten-
tionally or unintentionally, was more or less a reminis-
cence of Mrs. Whistler, and he no doubt knew that
Beardsley had made a caricature of him which a follower
carefully left in a cab.    When Beardsley opened the
portfolio, and began to show us The Rape of the Lock>
Whistler looked at them first indifferently, then with
interest, then with delight.    And then he said slowly:
"Aubrey, I have made a very great mistake—you are a
very great artist/'    And the boy burst out crying.    All
Whistler could say, when he could say anything, was
"I mean it—I mean it—I mean it'7,'
His panegyrists and detractors have by this time said
their best and their worst about Aubrey Beardsley. In
spite of both, his position as an artist in the temple of
fame is secure. Mr. Osbert Burdett aptly sums up the
position when he says, 'His art is the principal product
of his time, perhaps the only product of which we never
weary, the suggestions and beauty being as inexhaustible
as the resource that created them.'
In other times and in other circumstances, this youth
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